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	1. Chapter 1

_The starting point for this story is 'It's always been you' by Clarisse Elizondo and Shakayla. _

_###start spoiler alert### _

_In case you are not familiar with their fanfic it was about Clarisse and Joseph being kidnapped and tortured, while Clarisse was being raped by three men, Joe among them. After being freed Queen and Head of Security received medical attention from their doctor who also acted as their therapist. Despite what had happened between them, the Queen and Joe longed to be together once again._

_### end spoiler alert ###_

_I kept thinking about the story's course of events and the only way to get it out of my head was to write a story 'in reply'. In my fanfic some events/phrases from 'It's always been you' can be found. I focus on the sessions and there things take_

Another turn

The doctor had a watch but it wouldn't do to glance at it. If only there was a clock hanging behind his royal patient. He wasn't worried for the session lasting too long: the previous sessions he had with his Queen had ended well within the scheduled timeframe. When dealing with her the doctor felt inadequate. Whereas Joe shared how he felt and had even talked about his guilt regarding his bondage fantasy, the Queen replied to his questions curtly, giving him next to nothing to work with.

"Charlotte informed me that you've started working again." Registering that his patient was uncomfortable at the mention of her aid's name, the doctor jumped to the occassion. "Do you mind her telling me?"

"She wasn't lying."

It wasn't the first non-answer she had given him. "As your doctor and a Genovian, I'm grateful that she initiated your rescue," he said as if he hadn't said it before.

The Queen nodded her agreement but she stared at her lap rather than look at him. The doctor took a sip of his water to allow her time. Just after he'd put his glass back on his desk, his patient spoke: "I am grateful for her part in the rescue mission but yet... Silly as it seems, it has unbalanced our relationship. Not to mention the fact that she must have seen me tied up and naked. At least I'd passed out by the time they arrived."

The doctor was relieved that the Queen was finally opening up at little.

"Every look Charlotte and Scott give me seems filled with pity. I don't aspire to evoke that in people."

I wasn't hard for the doctor to guess what his Queen wanted to evoke in her subjects.

"Do you think pity rules out respect?"

"It leaves less room for it."

"I think that if you were to talk to them, you'd find that their esteem for you has not lessened at all."

"You haven't seen the way Charlotte looks at me."

"She is worried. I think it is fair to say that you're not quite yourself yet."

The Queen took a sip of her tea.

"It will help to talk..."

"I am here. We talk."

"You are here but it is a diplomat I talk to. Not a woman who was kidnapped, tortured and raped." Not allowing her to respond to that, he continued: "Do you know what worries me?"

"I'm listening," the Queen said. She expected the doctor to inquire after Jason again, despite the fact that she'd told him that Jason was not for discussion.

"You haven't inquired after your friend."

The Queen remained silent.

"When the two of you were still in the hospital wing, I once saw you silently standing next to his bed. It seemed to me that you wanted to know how he was doing."

"He was asleep. Otherwise I wouldn't have entered."

"How did you feel seeing him there?"

"He looked vulnerable. It was confusing."

The doctor nodded. "In our previous session you said that you felt to blame for allowing Lester to see that you had certain feelings toward Joseph. Feelings he used to control and humiliate both of you."

The impatient look he got from his patient made the doctor continue: "Do you feel that somehow you don't have the right to inquire after Joseph?"

"What makes you say so?" the Queen asked as if she were the therapist.

The doctor felt that Joe had been correct when he'd said that the Queen wanted to be in control.

"I recall you saying that as a result of Lester manipulating you, Joseph was hurt. Do you feel responsible for that?"

"Joseph was beaten because Richard wanted to avenge himself."

"He was also made to do certain things to you."

The Queen stared at him blankly. The doctor wondered whether she'd forgotten that in her half sedated state she'd said that Joseph had been one of the three men who'd raped her. In their sessions she had yet to mention it and his further knowledge about the deed came from Joe.

"I have a telephone call to make," the Queen replied. "I suggest that we end this session."

She rose and walked to the door. The doctor softly said: "Are your nightmares getting less worse?"

The Queen stopped in her track and the doctor watched her backside, her whipped and slashed backside, tense. It didn't take long though: she inhaled and exhaled deeply and composed herself.

"Last night Joseph handed Lester a knife to cut me. Good day doctor."

Left alone the doctor picked up his pen to make some notes, when he heard a cry coming from outside the room. He rushed into the corridor where he found the Queen leaning against a wall as if she'd stumbled into it. Joe was there also and he reached out to her in an obvious attempt to steady her.

"Don't touch me!" the Queen cried out.

The doctor offered her an arm to hold on to.

"No!" she said. "Do not touch me."

"It's all right," Joe said, stepping closer. "I just want to help you."

"Don't touch me!"

The doctor placed his hand on Joe's shoulder to make him step away from the Queen. He invited her back into his office and took it as a further sign of her being in shock that she actually walked in. The doctor gestured a worried looking Joe to leave.

OoOoOoO

The doctor filled the water boiler and kept his back to his patient so she could compose herself.

"Would Darjeeling be all right?" he asked.

It took a moment ere the Queen responded affirmatively but her voice was steady. The doctor started humming to ease the following silence.

When serving their tea the doctor wasn't surprised to find the Queen sitting perfectly poised.

"You are a remarkable woman," he fondly said.

"For making a spectacle of myself?"

"Rape victims nearly always feel disgusted with people touching them. It might take a while." Thinking about something Charlotte Kutaway had told him, the doctor continued: "You are not a typical rape victim though."

"I know I was raped. You don't have to stress it.

"You know you were raped yet you ignore it."

"There is no need to think about it."

"Just now Joe's and my nearness made you loose control. What if that happens when a dignitary greets you or a child gives you a hug?"

The Queen looked at him wide-eyed.

"Your aid has an idea when it comes to touching."

"Oh?"

"She reasoned that since you always liked to dance perhaps you could dance with Joseph to get used to physical contact again."

"No."

The Queen's tone of voice and expression made the doctor hestitate to continue but he did so still: "It would prepare you for the Christmas ball..."

"No. It is a good idea. I hadn't thought of the ball yet. But I can't – Not with him. The mere thought of being alone with him makes me feel nauseous."

"That is a strong reaction. I think that you really need to talk about what happened between the two of you. May I ask: is he still your Head of Security?"

"Yes."

"So you will need to establish a professional relationship at least."

The Queen bit her lower lip.

"Would it be an idea to first meet him here, with me present?"

"I think it would be, yes."

"Is he still your friend?"

The doctor watched various emotions cross the Queen's face. Her bruises were cleverly hidden by make-up.

"I don't know," she said at last. "I can't separate what he did from what they did."


	2. Chapter 2

Chapter 2

"I thank you both for agreeing to participate in this joint session. I think it will be beneficial for both of you individually as well as for your professional and personal relationship."

Joe nodded at the doctor. The Queen removed a pillow under the pretence of it not being comfortable. She placed it next to her, creating a tiny wall between her and Joe, who sat on the other side of the couch and was obviously glad to see her.

"I would like to start by asking you what you expect of this joint session."

The doctor wasn't surprised when his male patient was the first to reply.

"I hope to rebuild our relationship."

From the corner of her eye the Queen looked at Joseph.

"What do you want?" the doctor asked her.

"To see if there is something left."

"So," the doctor said in an optimistic tone of voice he was proud to find, "You want the same thing. That's a good start."

He paused, hoping his last words would settle. "Now, you both told me why you wanted to go the beach house. I think it will be good to share that." With a gesture he invited the Queen to speak.

The Queen suppressed a sigh and said: "I wanted to be away from the castle to mourn my son. At the same time however I looked forward to spending time with Joseph."

"Let's talk about that. Why did you want to spend time with him?"

The doctor got an annoyed glance from his patient, but she repeated what she'd told him before: "I hoped to become more than friends."

"What about you Joe?"

"I wanted to offer her privacy on the prince's dying day. Added to that I longed to be with her."

"You sound a bit strained."

"In bringing her there, without guards, I was unprofessional. I hoped for a romantic encounter and I knew that when my men were around, she wouldn't feel free to give in to that."

"Do you blame yourself for the kidnap?"

"Yes," Joe softly said.

"Do you blame him?" the doctor asked the Queen.

"I too longed for privacy and I disregarded the danger," the Queen said.

"_I_ shouldn't have disregarded the danger."

"No, you shouldn't. But I know it won't happen again. Stop blaming yourself for the kidnap," the Queen told her Head of Security.

Joe seemed relieved by her words and eagerly said that he was going over the security details to improve them. For a moment it seemed as if the Queen was going to reply audibly, but she opted for a nod.

The doctor took the stage again: "Now that that is clearified, I'd like to discuss another blame-issue that came up. Joe, Clarisse told me that she felt to blame for allowing the kidnappers to see there was something between you that surpassed the employer-employee level. As a result Lester knew how to play you. How do you feel toward that idea?"

Even before the doctor had finished talking, Joe had started to shake his head. He addressed the Queen: "That man was a psychopath and capable of focusing on the smallest of clues. You may think he read you, but he might as well have read me. Don't you recall how I reacted when they first came for you?"

The Queen, after not responding for a moment, took a deep breath and nodded.

"How did you react Joe?" the doctor asked. He already knew, for Joe had told him in a private session, but he wanted the Queen to see it from Joe's point of view as well.

"We were both tied up when we awoke. I was tied to a chair, her ankle was tied to the floor. The men came in and they tied her arms to the ceiling," Joe said in a voice filled with hatred. "They touched her. Their hands were all over her body. She tried to pull away and they slapped her. Hard. I tried to reach her, fighting the bands that held me."

"Your fists are clenched," the doctor observed, "You are still emotional about it."

"It was a nightmare. They had a knife and all I could do when they used it on her was to cry out 'Enough!'. I feared for what they'd do to her."

"Didn't you fear for what they'd do to you?"

"No."

Joe's reply had come out without hesitation. The Queen, who'd studied her hands while Joseph had talked, cast him a look and her expression softened for a moment. The doctor took it for a cue and asked her whether she believed Joseph.

"Yes," she said. Joe inclined his head and gave her a warm smile which she didn't return.

"Going back to what you just said, the thing you wanted foremost, was to protect your charge, the woman you love," the doctor deliberately said. "And that brings me to what is perhaps the most important topic to discuss. The kidnappers tortured you both physically and mentally. One of the ways they used to do so was forcing Joe..."

He didn't describe what Joe had been made to do, hoping his patients would finish his line. The Queen was the first to do so: "To rape me."

Joe looked at the Queen understandingly. His determination to make her see things differenty was proven by his gentle reply: "To make love to her."

The doctor raised his hands to prevent the Queen from commenting Joe's description. "What is vital here is that you have different perceptions on what happened between the two of you. In order to move on, you will need to understand the other's point of view. That will be your homework assignment."
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Chapter 3

The doctor poured the Queen and Joe tea and himself coffee. During his private sessions Joe had drunk either water or coffee and the doctor suspected that by drinking tea he wanted to establish a connection with his beloved. Joe was talkative, like a charming host trying to make his guests feel comfortable. The doctor was a little alarmed that the Queen barely replied to his weather and work-related remarks. She pressed a pillow against her upper leg. The doctor decided to get the gorilla out of the room. He handed Joe his tea and suggested they'd discuss the homework assignment.

"Would you care to begin Joe?"

Joe put down his cup and addressed the Queen.

"You felt I raped you. I too felt that my actions were comparable to those of them."

"In what way Joe?" the doctor asked.

Joe kept talking to the Queen. "I recall the look in your eyes when they had tied you up for the first time and they told me to touch you. I feared our relationship would suffer if I did it."

"You touched her still. Why?" the doctor prompted.

Not keeping his eyes of the Queen, Joe said: "Clarisse, what I did, I did to protect you. I knew that I would be tender and loving and respectful. The other men would be rough and violent."

The doctor nodded thoughtfully and asked the Queen to comment Joseph's description of what had happened between them.

"No man would want to rape the woman he loves," she said emotionless, "and so to him what he did was making love."

"Joseph said that by doing the kidnappers' bidding he wanted to protect you. Was there a difference between what the kidnappers did to you and the way Joseph treated you?" the doctor asked her.

"They deliberately hurt me. Physically. Joseph didn't," the Queen said in a strained voice.

"Was that the only difference?"

"Joseph tried to talk me out of there."

The doctor thanked her with a nod and focussed on Joe. "Joe, in a private session you told me that when you told Clarisse to picture the two of you elsewhere, so did you. How did you get out of that horrible basement?"

Joe cleared his throat and said: "I have been in love with her for years. I dreamt of making love to her. When it happened... The circumstances were all wrong, but I pictured us at the castle in her candle lit suite, with soft music playing in the background. We'd drink wine and dance. We'd kiss. Her bed would have cool satin sheets."

"That sounds romantic Joe. Is that how you had pictured it also Clarisse?"

"The suite was a foul smelling basement. The bed was a stained matress. The music was a chorus of kidnappers saying filthy things. I was tied up and hurt."

"All that is true. Were you able to get away from that dreadful place?"

The Queen looked at the door.

"Did you escape?" the doctor asked her.

"When I saw those men look at us, I... I closed my eyes and tried to find comfort in Joseph being there."

Unseen by the Queen, Joe smiled.

"Did you find comfort?" the doctor pressed his patient.

The Queen struggled to express herself but Joe didn't wait for her reply: "If I may, I believe she did."

"How so?" the doctor asked.

"My administrations brought her pleasure," Joe softly told him. He sounded modest, but he held his head high.

"Only the first time," the Queen sharply commented. "Do you recall what Lester said at one point? He told me to cry out your name, to let you know that you were 'pleasing' your Queen." She took a sip of her luke-warm tea to calm herself and continued: "You were triggering the most sensitive parts of my body and yet I managed to tell him to go to hell. Why didn't you stop and spare me the humiliation?"

"Humiliation?" Joe asked, surprised. He gave it a thought and kindly added: "Was it humiliating to lose control?"

"Excuse me?"

"Though the circumstances were all wrong, it was the first time we made love and -"

The Queen rose and started pacing the room. "Do you know what upsets me Joseph? First: you never fought them when they told you to 'have' me."

It took Joe a moment to respond. "It was three to one. By doing what I did, I did all I could to protect you."

"The kidnappers beat Joseph. It is to be expected they would have punished him had he refused to... touch you," the doctor said.

"Jason refused to rape me. He wasn't punished for that. And it was never implied that Joseph would be beaten for not following their bidding."

"What if they had beaten you in order for Joseph to obey them? Wouldn't you have been worse off?"

"At least I would have know Joseph didn't want to rape me. But really: this is all hypothetical."

"Hypothetical reasons could have made Joseph act the way he did. Joe, would you care to reply to what was just said?"

"I would," Joe said in a gruff voice.

"Would you please sit down again?" the doctor asked the Queen.

The Queen relunctantly did as she was asked, clutching the pillow to her stomach. The doctor watched Joe prepare for his reply and he feared that the self-loathing that had consumed him during their first private sessions had taken a hold on him again.

"I would take a bullet for you," Joe told his Queen, "If me being beaten would have been offered as an alternative for you being raped, I would gladly have chosen the former. However, as you said, this is hypothetical. I did what I did for I'm still sure that it was the only way to offer you protection. And from another encounter we were forced to, I concluded that you preferred it to be me rather than any of those men."

The Queen got red spots in her neck.

"Can you tell me something about that?" the doctor asked her.

"I'd rather not."

"I will then ask Joseph to talk about it. Joe?"

"When Lester gave her the choice to either pleasure me or him, she choose me."

The doctor was glad Joe had already shared this piece of intimate information and he now asked him a question that had been redundant in their private session: "Did you feel violated by that Joe?"

The Queen shifted in her seat.

"No, I was relieved she choose me."

"Would you care to comment that?" the doctor asked the Queen.

She swallowed hard and addressed Joseph. "I know it was a violation. I couldn't choose Lester though, it..."

"It's all right."

"No it isn't, and I felt petrified-"

"Clarisse, I didn't feel violated," Joe interupted her.

"I felt petrified for making you go through it, despite what you'd done to me," the Queen made her point, "However, when they pushed me toward you, on my knees, I saw that you didn't mind."

For a moment the doctor pictured Joe to have looked at his beloved in a supporting way, and he was about to ask for confirmation, when Joe spoke.

"When I see the woman I love -"

"Being forced toward you, you naturally feel excited?"

"It was not the circumstances, it was you! Your beautiful body -"

"Wearing nothing but cuts, bruises and semen?"

The pain and anger in the Queen's voice made the doctor flinch. "I can't imagine how horrible this was for both of you." He let silence fill the room to allow his patients to recover.

"You were always aroused," the Queen told Joseph.

"Not always."

"No. After Richard had kicked you against your kidneys, I suppose you body had different things to do."

"I am glad you mention that," the doctor said, ignoring the Queen's ironic tone. "The body can do things the mind loathes to do. Joseph responding to your... caresses was a matter of biology."

"Biology is someone hitting your knee making your lower leg go up. And for the record: usually I was tied up rendering me passive and unable to 'caress'."

"I was still able to see us in a romantic setting," Joe said by way of an explanation. "I kept trying to take you there too. But after _they_ had assaulted you, you put up your walls."

"Them or you didn't matter much from then onwards."

"How do you feel about that Joe?" the doctor asked.

"I understand why she says that. My behaviour however was so much different from theirs. I can only hope that she will see that what I did, I did out of love."

"Lester might have said the same," the Queen said.

Joe shook his head. "That man was a psychopath who could only hurt women. I am not like him." There was an edge to his words. He swallowed hard and added in his usual warm voice: "I love you. He was out to destroy our relationship."

"No, he wasn't. He planned to kill us. Toying with us was a bonus to him."

"Will you allow him to cash it?"

The doctor was glad that the private sessions he'd had with Joe had relieved his patient from the burden he'd felt about what he'd had to do to the woman he loved. Convinced that Joe Romero adored the Queen, who barely had any friends and whose marriage had not been an affair of the heart, the doctor wished for the two of them to be happy together. When the Queen didn't respond to Joe's question, other than by staring ahead and holding her pillow, the doctor decided it was time to end the session: "That is a meaningful question. I imagine that you both need to think things over. Let us meet again in five day's time. Meanwhile: spend time together. Touching may still be impossible, but try to get familiar in each other's company again."

When the Queen rose to leave, so did Joe. The doctor thanked the Queen for attending. She nodded and left.

Joe sat down again. "I don't feel unfamiliar in her company."

"The guilt about what happened between the two of you on an intimate level is gone?"

"It was hard to hear her say that I never fought the kidnappers. I couldn't. It was three to one. Had I tried to attack them, they would have made her pay. I am certain of it. It was Lester's way."

"I think you are right," the doctor said.

"Do you recall her saying that her deriving pleasure from what I did, was 'humiliating'? I think that the shame she felt, shame for being out of control and for losing control, but also shame for me witnessing her being raped and forced to ... do certain things, influences the way she describes what happened between us. She is not yet ready to call it making love."

"Would it be preferable to you if she did?"

"Of course: that was what it was. Besides, how can we move on if she calls me a rapist?"

"What if you can't change her mind?"

"I am sure I can. I love her. All she needs to admit is that she enjoyed what I did. Which she did."

"What if all you accomplish is angering her?"

"Her losing control might be a good thing."

The doctor nodded. He believed that patients who'd been traumatized needed to break before they could heal and so far the Queen hadn't even bent.

"True." Recalling that the Queen had reacted strongly when Joe had run into her, he said: "She cried out in the corridor..."

Misunderstanding the doctor Joe defensively said: "She didn't want you to touch her either. This isn't about me doctor. This is about her."

OoOoOoO

Wearing a layer of make-up that made her feel she was a stage actress, the Queen set out to take her Poodle for a walk. With winter approaching there wasn't a lot going on in the gardens to distract her mind, but it was a sunny day and she found herself relaxing. Maurice wagged his tail every time he looked at her and that made her smile. She was aware that it had been some time since she'd last smiled for real and she was pleased that she was still capable of it. There had been moments in the basement when she'd felt so broken that smiling seemed a thing of the past. She shook her head to get rid of thoughts of the basement, but leaving it proved harder than entering. For how long? For how long would she find herself in that place and see Richard's lewd face, Joseph's bruised yet eager body, Jason's creepy smile and Lester's piercing eyes right in front of her? Lester had wanted to kill her. He was dead, but over the past weeks Clarisse had feared that somehow he might accomplish his goal. Joseph's words came back to her: _Will you allow him to cash it? _Maurice moved his head against her hand and she patted him. It wasn't until she'd walked on that she realised that the dog's touch hadn't startled her into making a fool of herself. I'm getting there, she told herself and feeling encouraged by that she thought of a way to prepare for the Christmas ball.

When she continued to walk over the lawn rather than take her favourite path into the forest, Maurice barked. It made her aware of her unconcious decision to have a clear view rather than run the chance to walk into someone who might show up from behind a tree or bush. Joseph.

What about Joseph, she asked herself. Was he right in saying that Lester had been out to destroy their relationship? Would Lester win if she and Joseph didn't end up together? She sighed. If she kept asking herself what Lester would make of things she said or did, she'd never free herself from his grasp. Besides, not wanting to let Lester win wasn't a good reason to hold on to what she and Joseph once had. This is about me, she told herself. What do I want?
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Chapter 4

Though he had a busy practice, the doctor had arrived at the castle too early for the session: Charlotte had asked to see him. The secretary met him in the 'therapy room' and hurriedly informed him about an encounter between the Queen and Joe. A few minutes after she'd left Joe walked in. The doctor was eager to discuss the topic Charlotte had mentioned, but Joe had a question about his condition and by the time he'd answered him the Queen entered. It only took her a moment to realise that the pillow she'd used for comfort during the previous sessions had disappeared. The doctor hoped he wasn't blushing and he scolded himself for that: by hiding the pillow he'd acted in her best interests. He asked his patients to sit down and prepared their drinks while re-thinking his opening move. Joe was telling the Queen about a Jane Austen adaptation he'd seen on dvd.

"Have you watched many films Joe?" the doctor said after the Queen had curtly replied to a question Joe had asked her.

"Just a few. I've made long walks to strenghten my body. I long to be cleared for duty but my doctor is stubborn."

The doctor smiled and asked the Queen how she had spent her days. She told him that she had walked Maurice twice but she'd spent most of her time in her office, catching up on paperwork and getting daily visits by the Prime Minister to inform her about the political issues at hand. She said she felt like a truant for not being able to see her people.

"Both of you are healing. Physically as well as mentally," the doctor said. Addressing the Queen he added: "Charlotte informed me that you danced with the Prime Minister. And that Joseph was present too. That's good: you spent time together. How did you feel about dancing?"

"I wore a dress with a corset for the occassion, so I wouldn't feel Mr Motaz's hand on my back. It went well enough."

"That is wonderful. Do you think you could also dance with other men?"

Joe shook his head for the doctor's benefit. The Queen, who'd noticed this, said: "Should – during my dance with Mr Motaz – I feel uncapable of continuing he will pretend to misstep and hurt my ankle, which will give me an excuse to stop."

"If only we practise more often, it will work. We dance so well together Clarisse," Joe said.

"You danced with Joseph?"

"We made an attempt," Joe said. "She froze."

It was the same word Charlotte had used.

"Joseph unexpectedly cut in."

"At the ball that would happen too, wouldn't it?" the doctor asked.

Joe nodded. "You can't tell people to let go of you at the ball Clarisse. They'd understand something is wrong."

"One would assume that I could tell you. You didn't respond at all. You kept holding me."

"I was trying to help you. Didn't you hear me say that everything was all right?"

"It wasn't."

"Were you afraid of Joseph?" the doctor asked.

"Let's say that I felt very uncomfortable."

"My presence used to make you feel safe."

"It did."

"Help me to make you feel that way again."

"By pretending that the weekend didn't happen?"

"What do you mean by that?" the doctor asked.

The Queen uncharateristically shrugged and said: "I suppose we are not done talking."

"I see. You realise that you need closure before you can move forward. Perhaps you're ready to discuss what Jason did to you?"

"May I remind you that we were talking about Joseph and I."

"Of course. I'm sorry. If for now you prefer to talk about him and you, please do."

"If I may," Joe said, "I think you still feel that I raped you."

The Queen nodded. "You mentioned that at one point you believed your actions were comparable to theirs. What made you change your mind?"

"What I did was done out of love, to protect you Clarisse. There was no comparison. What they did was an act of hatred and disrespect. They never considered your pleasure when they took you."

"And you did."

Joe ignored the sarcasm behind the words and kindly said: "I did. Even though after the first time you locked yourself away even from me. I reasoned that you wanted to be in control, but please Clarisse: giving into pleasure isn't an act of weakness."

The Queen frowned. "Would you have expected me to 'give into pleasure' with say Richard?"

"No. He was rough and he hurt you. It was understandable that you were in control with him."

"So I could only feel satisfaction with you?"

"There was no weakness in that," Joe evasivaly said, "No shame. Please believe me. It was an act of love and you realised it: at first you fought against losing control but in the end you surrendered to me. It meant the world to me."

The doctor could relate to Joe's words and he was moved by the loving tone in which they were spoken. Looking at the Queen he was afraid they would backfire on Joe tough.

"I surrendered to you? I was kidnapped, tied up and used and you dare say that I surrendered to you? I wanted to control myself Joseph. It seems that you wanted to control me."

"I merely wanted you to hand me the control you held so dear."

The Queen stared at Joseph incredulously. "In what way is that different from controling me?"

"It wouldn't be the kind of control Lester demanded of you."

The Queen raised an eyebrow and asked a tricky question. "In your making love in my candle lit suite fantasy, how had you pictured me handing you control?"

"You are so poised querida. I admire you for that but I often pictured your beautiful face as you experienced ultimate pleasure. I wanted to offer you freedom from the chains of duty. To show you how liberating it is to accept and enjoy."

"How had you pictured the scene?"

Joe looked at the doctor for guidance.

"May I say," the doctor said, "that Joseph and I talked about his fantasy in a therapeutical way and that his fantasy is not unusual among men?"

The Queen ignored him. "Joseph?"

"I pictured tying you to the bed with silk scarfs and pleasuring you until you lost control."

The Queen stared at him wide eyed. When Joe bent toward her, she rose to her feet and walked to the book case. Joe and the doctor exchanged a look. When after a moment the Queen walked back, she stopped next to her side of the couch, her fingertips resting on its arm rest.

"Was this fantasy part of the reason why you compared yourself to them at first?"

Joe, feeling relieved that she took it so well, replied affirmatively.

"By tying you up Lester wanted to manipulate and humiliate you," the doctor explained, "Joseph wanted to help you to experience pleasure."

"Being considered a passive lover is rather humiliating also," the Queen said in a trembling voice.

"I don't consider you to be passive," Joe said.

"You didn't pictured me being active. You used the kidnap to fulfill your own fantasy."

After wiping a tear from the corner of her eye, the Queen left the room.

Joe sighed deeply. "It was my fantasy," he said. "But not under those circumstances. I need to make her understand that."


	5. Chapter 5
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_'Another turn' now continues with_

Chapter 5

Maurice barked. Clarisse recognized his welcoming tone and she expected Charlotte to be standing outside her suite. Feeling a hundred years old she gathered her shoes from the floor and put them on. Before bringing down the door's handle she curved her lips into a small smile.

Joseph was standing in the corridor. Her smile left her face.

"Please," he said. "We need to talk."

With him standing there, looking at her pleadingly, she could almost imagine the weekend and its aftermath to have been a nightmare. She swallowed hard. He was right: they weren't done talking.

"You won't come near me. You will leave when I ask you to."

Joseph seemed hurt, but he agreed to her terms. She opened the door a bit wider.

Maurice walked toward Joe, who patted the dog on its back.

There was a desk in her suite and Clarisse sat behind it. Even with the Prime Minister the barrier still made her feel safe. She hoped it would be enough with Joseph being near.

"May I?" Joe asked as he gestured toward a chair. She nodded and he sat down.

"I've been thinking about what you said. About me using the kidnap to fulfill my fantasy."

The Queen nodded. When she didn't speak, Joseph continued. "I hope you don't think that I somehow initiated the kidnap."

"Don't be absurd."

Joseph, who hadn't really thought that Clarisse would think him to be the brain behind the abduction, smiled for her reply sounded like something she could have said pre-kidnap.

"Was that what you wanted to say?"

"There's more."

"I'm listening."

"Do you believe that thoughts are free?"

"Yes. Fantasies among them."

Joe smiled again, this time to acknowlegde that she'd understood where he was going. Clarisse played with her pen.

"My fantasies were part of the reason why I felt repulsed at what I'd done."

"When it came to it they also excited you."

"Please believe me when I say that my first objective was to protect you. Always.I told you about my fantasy because I wanted to be honest. I didn't want any secrets between us. Though I will wait forever for you to reveal yours."

"What do you mean?"

"From what the doctor said during one of our joint sessions, I understand that you haven't mentioned Jason to him."

"And I never will. I don't consider that being secretive."

"You could tell me. It helps to talk."

"Jason violated and tortured me. He is dead. The end."

"You act so strong. So in control."

Clarisse stared down at the cap of her pen. "Whereas it would be beneficial if I were to 'accept and enjoy'?"

Having been handed a short-cut to a subject that was close to his heart, Joe failed to recognize Clarisse's state of mind.

"One of the reasons why I came here was that I longed to see you in private. Not being near you doesn't seem right."

When Clarisse didn't respond, Joe added: "The other reason was that I feel that you will not truly discuss a certain topic with the doctor."

Clarisse wasn't in the mood to help Joseph by giving a convenient reply. She was sure his topic had to do with surrendering.

"You mean the fact that sometimes when you had me I cried?"

Joe sat back in his chair.

"How did you deal with that Joseph?"

"I kissed away your tears and tried to reach you. You had retreated too far though. I was sorry for that."

"Had you expected me to go from rape-victim to lover?"

"I hoped you'd be aware of me, so you'd feel better."

Clarisse recalled the moment on her son's dying day when Joseph had come to her suite to offer her comfort.

"In my fantasies," Joe boldly said, "you never cried." Seeing a way to make his point he added: "So you haven't told the doctor that you cried?"

Clarisse focused on the here and now again. "No. I haven't."

"There's no need to hide that from him," Joe softly said.

Clarisse felt dizzy. All she'd wanted to know was how he could have 'made love' to a crying woman. He hadn't given her a proper answer and now he would no doubt bring up her need for control. Then again, no matter how annoyed she'd get by that, she needed to know how his fascination with it influenced his ideas about their weekend in the basement. She remained silent.

"As for the topic I wanted to discuss with you: I understand why you wouldn't tell the doctor about that. But it is just you and I now Clarisse. That first time ..."

Clarisse unconsciously folded her arms in front of her chest.

"...you found pleasure."

"Are you going to bring that up again and again? I think that you feel guilty about what you did and that you try to ease your mind by pretending that you gave me just what I longed for."

"I mention it because it mattered. We were making love then, despite the horrible circumstances. You shouldn't be ashamed for having found pleasure."

Clarisse briefly closed her eyes.

"Shame is the key," Joe added.

"Mine or yours Joseph?" Clarisse angrily said.

"You call it rape," Joe said, "because you are ashamed that you came under those circumstances. With those monsters around, being tied. I understand that. You and I never wanted an audience, and being tied didn't fit your view of yourself. Yet, those ties set you free. You looked glorious."

Clarisse rested her head in her hands. She found herself in the basement again, with Joseph tying her wrists above her head at Lester's order. Back then part of her had been angry at Joseph for obeying and another part had felt for him. Her pity for Joseph for being made to restrain her had been wasted on him.

"Do you still fantasize about tying me up?" she said in an unsteady voice.

Her question made Joe believe that there was hope for their relationship.

"I do," he said in a whisper. "I refuse to let those despicable men change that. It will bring you nothing but joy Clarisse. No sorrow, no humiliation. It will be heaven."

Clarisse looked up. Joseph was squatting in front of her desk.

"I think it will be good if we tried it. Not anyday soon naturally, but when you're ready for it."

Clarisse managed to say, for Joseph's sake: "So you can stop feeling guilty?"

"I protected you Clarisse," Joe said with a sigh.

"Can you imagine making love to me without tying me?"

"Bondage would give both of us intense pleasure and take away your shame," Joe implored. "You are a strong woman, but it is all right to surrender. It is."

Clarisse stared at Joseph. He looked just like he used to look but she barely recognized him.

"Please leave," she said.

Reluctantly Joe rose. Just before he left her office he turned to face her and kindly said: "Think about what I said. I love you and I would worship you."

Clarisse waited a few moments to make sure he was gone and then she tiptoed to the door and – with trembling hands – locked it.


	6. Chapter 6

_Author's note: for some reason the previous chapter didn't report as being updated yesterday, so you might have missed it._

Chapter 6

The first thing Joe told the doctor after greeting him was that the Queen and he would take separate sessions today. Without waiting for a reply he added: "I talked to her in private. In her suite."

"How did that go?"

"I told her that she need not feel humiliated for having lost control when I made love to her. I reassured her that her experiencing pleasure while being tied wasn't something to be ashamed of."

"How did she respond?"

"She asked me whether I still fantasized about it. I told her I did and I suggested we'd try it one day."

"How did she take that?"

"She was ashamed for feelings she couldn't bring herself to utter."

"Actually, I talked to her just now. Or rather, she talked to me."

"She finally opened up?"

The doctor walked to the couch and sat down next to Joe.

"Joe. She told me that right after the kidnap she hoped to be able to stop seeing what you did as rape. After all you didn't hurt her like the other men did and she loved you."

The doctor took a moment to recall what the Queen had said exactly, for he was sure that she'd meant him to communicate her lines to her Head of Security.

"She struggled with the facts she mentioned during one of our sessions: the fact that you didn't fight the kidnappers, that you were always 'ready' and that you kept referring to your encounters as making love. She reasoned that the latter was your way to come to terms with what you'd done."

Joe shook his head and the doctor continued before he could comment. "When you told her about your fantasy, she was... surprised. She said that when you told her that you'd like to fulfill your fantasy, she felt as if you'd slapped her."

"Dios mio. She is still ashamed."

"You think that deep down she wants to be freed of the chains of duty, not in an SM relationship, but in a bondage way. Is that a correct assumption?"

Joe nodded.

"She says that when she fantasized about you and her, bondage was never part of it. The idea that you keep insisting that you know what she wants angers her."

Joe shook his head. "You haven't seen her there."

"Joe, I feel that she's able to live with the fact that according to you you made love. The fact that you still cherish your fantasy pains her, but she states that fantasies are free. The fact that you long to realise them, is a no go for her."

The doctor saw Joe clench his jaws.

"She reasons that you feel guilty about what you did and that you try to ease your mind by pretending that you gave her what she longed for."

Joe cleared his throat. "That's what she told me."

"Joe, I fear that if you don't reconsider, you might loose her."

"I was honest with her."

"Do you mean to say that she isn't honest with you?"

Joe didn't reply, he didn't even nod. The doctor patiently waited and after some time his patient's features relaxed a bit.

"She needs time," Joe said.

"What about you Joe?"


	7. Chapter 7
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Chapter 7

His family had just left for an afternoon movie and when the bell rang the doctor naturally recalled the fatefull night when a guard had summoned him to the castle to nurse the Queen. He opened the front door and found Charlotte Kutaway standing there. Like the snowdrops in his garden the young woman stood with her head bent down, but whereas the flowers announced spring she seemed to drag a grey autumn cloud with her.

Moments later on they were sitting in his office with him handing her tissues.

"Thank you," she hiccuped.

He poured her tea from his vacuum flask. She cleaned her face.

"So," he said when she looked ready to speak. "What's wrong?"

OoOoOoO

The Queen had thought of inviting her physician to her suite, but in the end she'd decided to go to their usual meeting room. It didn't come as a surprise to her that the news her castle was buzzing with was known to him already.

The doctor had reintroduced the pillow but his patient merely used it to support her back. He wondered how to start the meeting. He wouldn't insult her by questioning her decision so he simply asked her how she was doing.

"I will sorely miss the man he used to be. He had turned into a stranger though. When we were together I was anxious and tense. He might have felt the same. You know doctor, it may seem odd, but sending him away helps me to handle what happened."

"In -" the doctor started. He cleared his throat. "In what way?"

"Life without the old Joseph is worse than that weekend in hell."

She spoke plainly and without self-pity. The doctor wished her to be the type of person to cry and rage for that he could handle. What comfort could he offer this suffering regal lady? Unable to come up with something better, the doctor said that anytime she needed to talk, he'd offer a listening ear. She smiled at him, but he could tell that it was a public smile and that she felt he was incapable of offering solace or even council. He cleared his throat once more, hoping with all his heart that a new Joseph and a new Clarisse would unite one day.

"What will you do Your Majesty?"

"I will mourn my Joseph. And carry on."


End file.
